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In-between 


Author's Notes: 


Hope you like it! This kind of story will never be my forte, but this is the first wish | managed to finish the 
story for. Woo. 


James grabbed the small arm--though it was muscling up with all the touring--and looked straight into Lars's 


eyes. They were wide. He looked ready to listen 

"Come here," he said, and didn't wait to drag Lars to a darker corner of the backstage he thought safe. He 
didn't listen to all the "huh" and "what the fuck" and "motherfucker" that were only there for the sake of it 
anyway--Lars was following him without fighting. Their sneakers squeaked against the floor. 


He pushed him inside a tiny dark room that smelled like dust, grabbed his waist with one hand and shushed him 
with the other. "| have to do it now." 


"Huh?" 


James fell on his knees. He squeezed Lars's hip, then tugged the spandex down. 


Lars had dared to push James's head down a few times. The mouth on him would never kiss lower than his 
hipbones. Too gay, some part of James's mind said. You don’t suck dick And then that thought faded month 
after month, slowly turning into you don’t know how fo suck dick, and it was just a few minutes ago, as he 
watched Lars bounce on stage and bask in the crowd's yells that he felt able to do it. That he wanted to do it. 
Right there, even with little time til the encore (because they had encores now, damn fucking right), even with 
Lars's sweat gluing everything to his skin, even with Lars's impending "are you sure we're playing this?" and 


the following argument. 
The spandex did stick to his thighs. 
And he was holding Lars's hardening cock. His hand still looked big around it. He took a breath. That was it. 


"| fucking love you for doing this," Lars whispered, putting his hand on James's head, "but people will care what 
we were up to, and how does that sound, "oh he was just busy sucking my dick"? Uh? It doesn't--" James's 
mouth wrapped around the tip. "Fuck" 


His used his tongue, too, brushing the tip and a bit of the length as his mouth slipped lower. And lower, until 
his gag reflex made him stop. It wasn't far down. ltd get better. So he started stroking what he couldn't reach, 
fast, just like he liked it, and tried to have his mouth follow the movement. Up and down. Lars's fingers 
twitched in his hair and tugged. He could hear his breathing over the sucking noises. He was doing alright. 

"Fuck, |." 


The fingers tightened around the locks, but let James go. He wiped his mouth clean with his free hand. He 
wasn't ready for that. 


The strokes continued after he stood up, relieving his already hurting knees (the bad side of torn jeans). He 


planted a big kiss on Lars's mouth, swallowing at least his moans when he came into his hand. 

They kept kissing. The semen started drying. James shook his hand. And adjusted his crotch. "Shit. 

"Yeah." Lars shook his head. "Fuck. That was something." And dragged his spandex back up. "Now go clean that 
and let's hurry the fuck up, uh," he said, getting on his tip toes to give James a last smack on the cheek, 
leaning on his chest--"I'll thank you later"--and walking out of the room. 


James followed, after readjusting. Far ahead, Lars turned a corner. 


He looked for a bathroom, grounding his tongue against his palate, and tried to ignore Cliffs look when he 
walked quickly to the nearest sink. 


